she would come to the door, and watch I was far beyond the turn of the corner. I came home she would be at the door Baiting for me.
It was as if she had a vicarious thrill and in my pleasures and achievements. She not in the least understand what basket -was, but how her eyes shone when I ran in to her with the unbelievable tidings that I had been put on the scrub team! As soon is I came home from a game she would ask ne from her seat at the inevitable sewing, '' Well, who won? " She never knew how, 3r what, or why, we " won."
Ime such as those to which I was then beginning to go, would ask me eagerly, " Do you like their house? " And she would nod sagely when I said I did, or shake her head when I said I did not. After every school pleasure she would meet me with the query: " Did you enjoy it? " No day was too hot for her to spend at the ironing board; no [102]
